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Marion  Leonora  Ai.ger 
Band  2,  3.  4. 
She  bakes,  she  cooks,  she  cans,  she 
sews, 

In    her    garden    many    things  she 
grows, 

At  the  piano  shes  a  "wow" 

If  e  think   Marian  should  take  a  hint. 


Raymond  Edcab  Allen 
Rm    will  be  a  successful  lad, 
At  bookkeeping  he's  not  half  bad. 
His  merry  laugh  and  winning  smile 
Will  hell)  his  friends  through  man1) 
a  trial. 


Lottie  Fr  vnces  Bel<  her 
Bing 

Small  and  neat,  can't  be  beat. 
We  all  agree  she's  very  sweet. 
She    plavs    the    piano,    opera  and 
swing. 

Loves  to  go  fishing,  never  catches,  a 
thing. 


Peter  Frederick  Battisi  \ 
Sunshine 
Band  2.  3,  4:  Baseball  3,  4. 
Pet  r  is  a  carefree  mate. 
Who  always  has  an  extra  date, 
As  end  man  in  the  minstrel  show, 
His  sax  playing  was  a  hit.  we  know. 


Grace  Km:  Blackwell 
Grade 

Grade  is  our  roller-skating  queen, 
On    the   floor   she   glides   as   in  a 
dream. 

If  ilh  laughing  eyes  and  light  blonde 
hair 

She'll  go  through  life  with  ne'er  a 
care. 


Mi  Kiel  Augusta  Bouldry 
Muggs 

Band  2. 

We  think  our  Muggs  is  quite  the 
thing, 

Happiness  to  someone  she'll  surely 
bring, 

A  lucky  girl  she  will  be, 

You  see  she's  lots  of  personality. 


Li  i  her  Churchill,  Jr. 
Sonny 

Treasurer  2,  3,  4;  Play  Cast; 
Band  2,  4. 

Our  own   Tommy  Dorsey  and  king 

of  swing, 
As  a  Don  Juan  he's  quite  the  thing. 
To  play  in  a  swing  band  is  his 

d esire, 

We  know  he'll  do  that,  then  go  even 
higher. 


Jean   Holmes  Blanchard 
Jeanie 

Band  4. 
Jeanne  is  quiet,  shy,  and  sweet, 
And  as  a  twirler,  can't  be  beat. 
She  rates  high   with  the   boys  and 
girls 

As  on  her  merry  way  she  twirls. 


Louise  Keith  Burrell 
Lou-lou 

Pen  Staff  3,  4;  Scholastic  Honors; 
Class  Play. 

Louise  is  studious  and  wise, 
Problems  vanish  before  her  eyes. 
Even  acting  her  head  does  not  turn, 
For  do  vou  remember  Miss  Minnie 
Stearn ? 


Thomas  Francis  Clark 
Tommy 

Tommy's  tall  and  a  little  shy, 
Yet  you'll  find  a  twinkle  in  his  eye, 
He's  a  great  pal  and  full  of  fun, 
His  friends  are  many;  his  enemies, 
none. 


Vircinia  May  Cole 
Ginnie 

Hair  of  blonde,  eyes  of  blue, 
Virginia  is  a  dream  come  true. 
She's  always  happy,  never  sad, 
No  wonder  she's  a  favorite  pal. 


Arlene  Frvnces  Dodge 
Dusty 

Band  2,  3,  4. 
She's  tall,  she's  blonde,  she's  pretty, 
The  clothes  she  wears  are  nifty, 
She's  a  drum  majorette  in  our  band, 
W  e    all    think    that    our  Arlene's 
srand. 


Donald  Richard  Colo 
Coey 

Scholastic  Honors;  President  3,  1. 
Vice-President  2:  Play  (last:  Band 
2,  3;  Basketball  2.  3,  4. 
Captain  Colo,  six  feet  two, 
Is  president  of  his  class. 
With  navy  hair  and  eyes  of  blue, 
lied  charm  most  any  lass. 


Roscoe  Sn\  ens  Eldridge 
Steve 

A  sailor  our  Stevens  ivishes  to  be. 
He  wants  to  sail  across  the  sea. 
Miss  Jacobs  will  miss  his  dittoing 
skill, 

For  at  this  he  always  worked  with 
a  will. 


Joseph  John  Form 
Joe 

Joe,  your  quiet  smile  has  brightened 
The  class  oj  '42, 

The  seniors  hope  that  life  nun  hold 
\othing  but  good  for  you. 


Phyllis  Hope  Gear* 
Tillie 

Tillie  is  a  lassie  sweet  and  gay, 
A  hit  with  everyone  we  all  do  say. 
She   loves   to   dance,  she   loves  to 
skate, 

4s  a  friend  to  all  she  sure  does  rate. 


WiNMHiKD  Helen  Gregoire 
Winnie 

Pen  Staff  2.  3.  4:  Scholastic  Hon- 
ors; Plav  Cast;  Band  2,  3,  4;  Bas- 
ketball 3. 

H  innie  is  our  typist, 
Humors  Penny's  every  ivhim, 
In   bond  she  plays  the  drums  and 
bells 

tt  ith  vigor  and  with  vim. 


Lorraine  Louse  Form 
Scholastic  Honors. 
Lorraine  sells  hot  dogs,  coffee,  and 
tea, 

For  she's  a  waitress  at  Parker's,  you 
see. 

In  school  she  s  a  whizz, 

In  notebook-  anil  quiz 

Each  mark-  is  an  A  or  a  B. 


Kathryn  Mae  Gibbs 
Kitty 

Pen  Staff  2.  3.  4:  Scholastic  Hon- 
ors: Play  Cast:  Band  2.  3.  4. 
Kitty  s  petite  and  very  sweet, 
Her  personality  can't  be  beat. 
She's   such  a  dainty  southern  belle 
That   the   class  oj  '42  think  she's 
swell. 


Marilyn  Hall 
Pen  Staff  2,  3.  4;  Plav  Cast;  Band 
2.  3.  4:  Choral  Club  4. 
A  happy,  gay,  mischievous  Anne  in 

the  class  play 
Was  our  Hally.  who's  like  that  any- 
way. 

Her  teachers,  friends,  and  practi- 
cally everyone 

All  love  her  because  shes  so  much 
fun. 


Edo.N    1'  U  L    II  \  N  s  E  N 

Pen  Staff  3:  Scholastic  Honors. 
An  engineer  our  Edon  will  be, 
A  whizz  at  algebra  and  trig  is  he; 
At  English  and  history  he  does  well. 
All  in   all.   we  think  he's  swell. 


Ri  I  m   \  1(11. 1.1  1 1    I  [olm  \N 

Ruthie 

Ruthie  is  very  happy  and  gay. 
She's  a  favorite  with  us  any  day, 
U  ith  a  smile  that's  a  joy  to  see, 
Her  score  is  tops  here  in  E.  B. 


Priscilla  Ingeborg  Hazard 
Pussy 

Pen  Staff  3,  4;  Play  Cast:  Band 
2,  3,  4;  Choral  Club  4:  Basketball  2. 
She's  a  sweet  little  lass, 
If  nh  plenty  oj  class, 
She's  all  we'd  want  her  to  be. 
She  has  plenty  oj  pep, 
I'd  say  she  was  "hep," 
Nice  comp'ny  for  you  and  jor  me. 


Claremont  Holmes 
Clam 

(  laremont  is  a  silent  lad. 
Yet  you  will  find  he's  never  sad, 
He  can    milk  a   cow  and   drive  a 
truck, 

The  class  of  '42  all  wish  him  inch. 


i  hatcher  Holmes 
Shy 

In  shop  our   Thatcher' s  grades  are 
high. 

The  tables  he  makes  will  catch  your 
eye. 

Whatever  career  he  chooses  to  take, 
W e  hope  great  success  will  be  his 
fate. 


Rose  Satenic  Kambegian 
Rosie 
Choral  Club  4. 
Rosie  is  our  song  bird, 
She  charms  with  trills  and  scales, 
IT  hen  music  is  demanded, 
Our  Rosie  never  fails. 


Helen  Stella  Konlowsky 
//  ecker 

Pen  Staff  4. 
Our  Helens  future  is  secure, 
For  a  job  she'll  easily  procure, 
A  champ  at  typing  and  shorthand 
too, 

You'll  find  she's  just  the  one  for 
you. 


Owen  Frederick  Hudson 
Lucky 

Owen  is  our  "Lucky  Teter," 
A  speeding  champ  is  he, 
He  burns  the  streets  of  Central 
To  be  on  time  to  meet  her. 


[Catherine  Frances  Kingman 
Nellie 

Band  2,  3,  4. 
Dainty,  petite,  that's  our  Nell, 
In  our  opinion  she  is  swell, 
She  struts  her  stuff  and  sure  knows 
how, 

Miss   Kingman,    won't   you    take  a 
boiv? 


Florence  Lorraine  L\ncpon 
Flossie 
Secretary  2,  3,  4;  Band  2. 
Florence    is    the    secretary    of  our 
class, 

We  also  think  she's  a  very  pretty 
lass, 

To  Bridgewater  Florence  likes  to  go, 
She    things    the    Capitol's    a  good 
show. 


Eleanor  Mary  Lichtfoot 
Ellie 

Pen  Staff  3,  Co-Editor  4;  Scholas- 
tic Honors;  Play  Cast;  Band  2,  3,  4; 
Choral  Club  4;  Basketball  2,  3. 
Ellie  is  our  student, 
Takes  Latin  in  her  stride, 
In  history  and  French  excels, 
No  wonder  she's  our  pride. 


Azad  Maranjian 
Fen  Staff  2,  3,  4. 
Some  day  in  the  White  House  he 

may  live, 
Or  he  may  be  a  Representative. 
When  this  time  comes,  we  know  that 

he'll  recall 
The  big  debates  he  had  in  E.  B.'s 
halls. 


Marilyn  Jean  Lingquist 
Lindy 

Pen  Staff  4;  Band  2,  3,  4. 
A  dental  hygienist  she  hopes  to  be, 
At  this  profession  she  will  succeed, 
For  her  winning  ways  and  attractive 
smile 

IT  ill  cheer  her  patients  all  the  while. 


Richard  Albert  M  \r\  ill 
Butch 

Richie  with  the  genial  air 
Is  our  quiet  boy. 
As  M.  C.  of  the  minstrel  show 
He  s  our  pride  and  joy. 


Louktta  Acnes  Matti 
Laura 

Pen  Staff  4. 
A    perfect    wife    we're    sure  she'll 
make. 

For  she  can  sew  and  cook  and  bake; 

II  tiling  to  work,  fair  at  play, 

We  all  think  Laura's  quite  0.  K. 


Kv^mond  Edward  Morey 
Ray 

Scholastic  Honors. 
Selling  gasoline  is  Ray's  job, 
Yet  his  school  work  he  does  absorb; 
He's  just  as  smart  as  smart  can  be, 
For  Ray's  an  honor  student,  you  sec. 


Dorothea  Ellen  Rin<. 
Dot 

Scholastic  Honors:  Play  (last; 
Hand  2,  3,  4. 

Our  dainty  Dot  u  nurse  would  be, 
And  we  feel  very  sure 
Her    winning    smile    and  friendly 
ways 

IT  ill  prove  the  perfect  cure. 


Puis  ii. i.  \  R  ve  McCasthi 

Cilia 

Scholastic    Honors:    Cla>s  Play: 
Band  3,  4:  Choral  Club  1. 
Cilia  is  our  mighty  mite, 
Vivacious  and  petite, 
As  Mrs.  Spencer  in  the  play 
Her  act  was  hard  to  beat. 


Jim \  Irene  Renski 
See 

Scholastic  Honors. 
77ic  memory  of  this  brown-eyed  lass 
If ill    linger    long    with    the  senior 
class 

Because  she  has  won  from  the  very 
start 

A  place  of  affection  in  every  heart. 


Vrthcr  Edward  Rollston 
Art 

Band  2.  3.  4:  Baseball  2.  3. 
//  you  ever  want  a  ride. 
Just  look  for  a  car  with  red  on  tin 
side. 

Art  will  take  you  anywhere 

And  never  even  charge  you  fare. 


Elmina  Sargent 
Mynie 

Band  3,  4. 
For  such  a  small  and  tiny  girl 
Elmina  shows  us  she  can  twirl; 
Hair  of  blonde,  eyes  of  blue. 
She'll  strut  through  life,  always  true. 


Catherine  Elizabeth  Si.aney 
Katie 

Pen  Stair  1:  Choral  Club  4;  Bas- 
ketball 1. 

Katie's  tops  in  Problems  Class  and 

in  history  too, 
Ask  her  a  question,  she'll  answer  it 

for  you. 

She  likes  to  play  basketball  and  to 

rollerskate, 
It  tiny  sport  you'll  find  she's  great. 


Ch  vrles  Elliot  Ski  i  eru  m> 

Sett 

Scholastic    Honors;    President  2. 
Vice-President  3.  4:  Band  2.  3,  4. 
He  dances,  sings,  and  rhapsodies 
Upon  his  clarinet; 
That's  it,  you've  guessed  it, 
For  it's  none  other  than   our  Sett. 


Ethel  Mae  Smith 

Ethel  is  a  quiet  lass. 
Yet  one  of  the  sweetest  in  the  class. 
W  hen  she  walks  by  we  Stop  to  look. 
She's    like   an    ad    from    a  fashion 
book. 


Harry  Milton  Smith 
Smitty 

Basketball  4;  Baseball  2,  3,  4. 
Harry  is  shy  but  has  twinkling  eyes, 
You  11    find    that    mischief  within 

them  lies; 
In  baseball  he  will  always  shine, 
For  pitching' s  right  in  his  line. 


Charlotte  Jean  Squiers 
Charlie 
Charlotte  is  a  quiet  miss 
Who  hardly  ever  frowns; 
W e  hope  that  she  will  grace  a  home 
In  one  of  our  small  towns. 


Stanley  Tkaczuk 
Chuck- 
Pen  Staff  3,  4;  Scholastic  Honors; 
Play  Cast. 

Chuck  as  Mat  hew  made  a  hit  in  our 

class  play, 
"Dunno  if  I  do,  or  dunno  if  I  don't," 

was  all  that  he  would  say; 
With  dignity  he  played  his  part, 
His  acting  captured  every  heart. 


Patricia  Feild  Sparling 
fatty 

Pen  Staff  3,  Co-Editor  4;  Scholas- 
tic Honors;  Play  Cast;  Band  2,  3,  4; 
Basketball  2,  3. 
Patty  is  pretty  to  behold, 
With  her  dancing  eyes  and  voice  of 
gold, 

She'll  take  a  prize  as  beauty  queen, 
Our  Patty  cheerful,  bright,  serene. 


Bahisara  Lee  Stoddard 
Barb 

Pen  Staff  2,  3,  4;  Play  Cast;  Band 
2,  3,  4;  Choral  Club  4;  Basketball 
2,  3. 

Barbie  is  a  lady  poised 
Who  paints  with  ease  and  skill; 
She  teaches  all  the  majorettes 
The  art  of  baton  drill. 


RlCCARDO    AlNCELO  VlPRINO 

Ric 

Basketball  3,  4. 
Quiet  Riccardo  has  charming  looks. 
But  never  is  bothered  too  much  by 
books ; 

At  8:15  he's  sure  to  be  seen 
Sauntering  in  with  leisurely  mien. 


Mitchell  Oberle  Whitman 
Turkey 

Tall  and  slender  will  describe  him, 
He's  a  clerk  at  the  B.  P.  M., 
Now  if  you  don't  know  whom  we 
mean, 

In  Room  201  he  can  be  seen. 


Joseph  Louis  Reardon 
Huckster 
Baseball  3,  4. 
Joe's  a  quiet  lad  in  school, 
But  shines  upon  the  team, 
And  as  an  end  man  in  the  show 
We  think  he  was  a  scream. 


Edward  Woodard 
Red 

Red,  a  champion  you  are 
To  drive  that  contraption   \  ou  call 
a  car. 

We  wish  you  joy  and  lots  of  luck. 
But  why  not  trade  it  and  buy  a 
truck? 


Lawrence  Robert  Wilson 
Willie 

Play  Cast. 
//)  the  lunchroom  Robert's  our  ice 

cream  scooper, 
As  Ira  in  the  class  play,  he  was 

"super." 

Robert's  "game."  yet  a  little  sin. 
This  is  a  fact  even  he  won't  deny. 
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We,  the  Class  of  1942  of  the  East  Bridgewater 
High  School,  in  order  to  form  a  more  perfect 
school,  establish  good  behavior,  insure  a  future 
of  happiness,  provide  for  the  enjoyment  of 
others,  promote  their  general  interests,  and  se- 
cure the  blessings  of  success  to  our  school,  do 
ordain  and  establish  this  document  as  our  last 
will  and  testament.  We  make  the  following 
bequests: 

To  Tommy  Churchill — Marion  Alger's  friend- 
ship with  Red  Woodard. 

To  Helen  Medwid — Raymond  Allen's  bashful- 
ness. 

To  Robert  Blanchard  —  Peter  Battista's  art  of 
borrowing. 

To  Mr.  Goldman — Lottie  Belcher's  "shiners." 

To  Margaret  Boland — Grace  Blackwell's  giggles. 

To  Marjorie  Ritchie — Jeanne  Blanchard's  abil- 
ity to  drive  a  car. 

To  Pearl  Ames — Muriel  Bouldry's  cute  ways. 

To  George  Webber — Louise  Burrell's  mathemat- 
ical mind. 

To  Kenny  Thomas — Sonny  Churchill's  skill  in 

keeping  his  car  intact. 
To  Butt  Cooper — Thomas  Clark's  curly  hair. 
To  Marjorie  Batti  —  Virginia  Cole's  flood  of 

dreams. 

To  Richard  Foley — Donald  Colo's  "tall"  exec- 
utive power. 

To  George  Maranjian — Arlene  Dodge's  wad  of 
gum. 

To  Ralph  Patterson — Stevens  Eldridge's  trips  to 
Keith  Place. 


To  Helen  Smith — Joe  Form's  expert  rollerskat- 
ing. 

To  Kenny  Wheaton — Lorraine  Forni's  ability  to 

make  a  milk  shake. 
To  Mary  Balian — Phyllis  Geary's  quiet  chatters 

with  Mr.  Loud. 
To  Lorraine  Fuller — Kitty  Gibbs'  ability  as  an 

actress. 

To  Jerry  Viola — Winnifred  Gregoire's  ability  as 
a  boxer. 

To  Helen  Nylen — Marilyn  Hall's  charm  as  a 
hostess. 

To  Stewart  Morton — Edon  Hanson's  lobster-red 
blush. 

To  Edward  Drew — Priscilla  Hazard's  ability  to 
play  the  clarinet. 

To  Marjorie  Winsor — Ruth  Holman's  ability  to 
slap  a  sandwich  together. 

To  the  Woodard  sisters — the  Holmes  brothers' 
farming  ability. 

To  Miss  Holmes — Owen  Hudson's  reckless  driv- 
ing. 

To  Mary  Medwid  —  Rose  Kambegian's  Kate 

Smith  melodies. 
To  Betty  Fisher  —  Katherine  Kingman's  slim 

figure. 

To  Shirley  Thompson  —  Helen  Koslowsky's 
trucking. 

To  Rose  D'Arpino — Florence  Langdon's  seat  at 
the  Capitol. 

To  Betty  Alger  and  Gloria  Langdon — Eleanor 
Lightfoot's  and  Priscilla  McCarthy's  Mutt  and 
Jeff  relationship. 

To  Albert  Byrne — Marilyn  Lindquist's  cloudy 
days. 

To  Mike  Feeney — Azad  Maranjian's  oratorical 
ability. 

To  David  Sparling — Richard  Marvill's  educated 
thumb. 

To  Mildred  Morey  —  Laura  Matti's  trips  to 

Bridgewater. 
To  Robert  O'Donnell — Raymond  Morey's  trips 

around  the  building  at  8:15. 
To  Arthur  Calliendo — Joe  Reardon's  ability  as 

scorekeeper. 

To  her  sister  Mary — Julia  Renski's  bashfulness. 
To  Lois  Healey — Dorothea  Ring's  clothes. 
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To  Arthur  Berry — Arthur  Rollston's  ability  to 

push  gears  around. 
To  Dorothy  Chandler — Elmina  Sargent's  ability 

to  lead  a  band. 
To  Jack  Thacher  —  Charles  Setterlund's  high 

honors  in  4-H  work. 
To  Ruth  Lesprance — Catherine  Slaney's  history 

marks. 

To  Grace  Johnson — Ethel  Smith's  wardrobe. 
To  Paul  Stetson — Harry  Smith's  pitching  tech- 
nic. 

To  Teddy  Miller — Patty  Sparling's  ability  to 
play  the  horn. 

To  Priscilla  Mandeville  —  Charlotte  Squier's 
knowledge  of  bookkeeping. 

To  Lucille  Cary — Barbara  Stoddard's  hair  styles. 

To  Lloyd  Copeland — Stanley  Tkaczuk's  big  ap- 
petite. 

To  Lee  Sproul  —  Riccardo  Viprino's  artistic 
ability. 

To  George  Webber — Mitchell  Whitman's  ability 

to  sell  groceries. 
To  Robert  Oakley — Robert  Wilson's  ice  cream 

scoop. 

To  Allan  Perry — Edward  Woodard's  red  hair 
and  freckles. 

All  executive  and  judicial  officers  and  mem- 
bers of  the  Class  of  1942,  and  of  the  other 
classes,  shall  be  bound  by  oath  or  affirmation 
to  support  this  will. 

W  itnesses  : 
Benjamin  "Clark"  Franklin 
Jacob  "Woodard"  Broom 
Nathaniel  "Langdon"  Gorham 
Jonathan  "Dodge"  Dayton 
Rufus  "Hall"  King 
Nicholas  "Lindquist"  Gilman 
Illustration  for  Class  Will  by  Helen  Nylen 

To  the  Class  of  1942 

As  you,  the  Class  of  1942.  step  over  the  thresh- 
old of  a  school  that  has  been  home  to  you  for 
so  many  years,  you  see  a  world  torn  by  war 
and  reigned  over  by  mad  dictators,  a  world 
over  which  a  threatening  cloud  of  hate,  brutality, 
and  injustice  has  been  slowly  spreading.  Just 
as  a  small  drop  of  ink  on  a  blotter  slowly  in- 
creases in  size,  this  enveloping  cloud  has  also 
been  gradually  covering  more  and  more  of  this 
God-created  world.  Is  there  no  longer  to  be  a 
blue  sky.  a  world  of  peace,  love,  and  harmony? 


The  answer  is  yes.  Bui  it  is  you,  the  Class 
of  1942,  the  young  folk  of  seventeen,  who  in 
your  democratic  schools  have  learned  the  right 
way  of  life;  you,  who  have  learned  to  honor, 
respect,  and  obey  upright  leaders  and  to  follow 
correct  principles;  you,  who  have  learned  to  live 
by  your  Holy  Bible  and  to  believe  in  your  Cre- 
ator, God,  and  not  a  mad  dictator  or  a  New 
Order.  —  it  is  you,  who  are  going  to  rid  the 
sky  of  this  horrible  cloud. 

In  the  future,  you  will  be  the  statesmen,  the 
scientists,  the  laborers,  and  the  citizens  of  this 
arsenal  of  democracy.  It  is  you,  who  will  be  the 
liberators  of  a  tortured  world.  You.  the  youth 
of  seventeen,  must  accept  this  challenge  and  go 
out  into  the  world  with  these  words  written  on 
your  forehead:  "I  represent  democracy,  and  I 
will  do  all  in  my  power  to  see  that  democracy 
survives." 

Mary  Balian,  '43 
The  Juniors  Promise: 

We'll  take  over  when  you  leave, 

We'll  do  the  jobs  up  right: 

We'll  only  use  one  day  to  grieve, 

Then  work  with  all  our  might 

To  prepare  ourselves  to  do  next  year 

The  things-  you  did  when  you  were  here. 

We'll  borrow  from  dear  principal. 

We'll  chew  gum  in  study  hall, 

We'll  fall  asleep  "the  day  after," 

We'll  exhaust  the  latest  fads, 

We'll  sit  in  the  front  row  in  the  minstrel  show, 

We'll  rave  when  assemblies  come  in  study  period. 

We'll  argue  in  history  clas*. 

We'll  supply  the  pretty  drum  majorettes, 

We'll  struggle  through  Macbeth   (and  hope  to  see 
the  play), 

We'll  have  lines  in  out  class  play  that  will  become 
im  mortal. 

We'll  have  a  basketball  hero. 

We'll  write  Legion  essays, 

We'll  blow  for  the  band. 

We'll  go  romantic  at  our  senior  reception, 

We'll  edit,  write,  type,  and  illustrate  the  Pen. 
All  these  things  we  promise  you, 
And  the  school  will  not  be  free 
From  the  tricks  of  Seniors  '42, 
Because  of  Seniors  '43. 

Lorraine  Fuller,  '43 

Penny  Pen  in  Cap  and  Gown 

All  of  the  Penny  Pen  mascot  designs  for  the 
linoleum  block  illustrations  used  in  this  issue 
to  head  the  senior  and  literarx  departments  and 
to  accompany  the  pictures  of  the  junior  and 
sophomore  classes  were  drawn  In  Barbara  Stod- 
dard and  cut  by  Marilyn  Hall  and  Helen  Nylen. 


Calling  All  Senior  Committees 

The  members  of  the  commencement  commit- 
tees are  the  busy  people  who,  behind  the  scenes, 
have  been  hard  at  work  making  this  year's  com- 
mencement festivities  a  happy  success.  On  the 
shoulders  of  the  committees  for  class  day.  gradu- 
ation, reception,  and  picnic  activities  has  rested 
the  responsibility  of  planning  the  many  senior 
functions.  Their  difficult  and  varied  duties  entail 
everything  from  choosing  the  class  gift  to  decid- 
ing on  the  right  brand  of  "hot  dogs"  for  the 
class  picnic  and  selecting  a  smooth  band  to  pro- 
vide "sweet  and  swing"  for  the  reception.  And 
loyally  have  they  served.  The  composite  picture 
of  all  our  committee  members  shown  above  in- 
cludes, seated,  left  to  right:  Grace  Blackwell. 
Winnifred  Gregoire,  Kathryn  Gibbs.  Eleanor 
Lightfoot,  Patricia  Sparling.  Lottie  Belcher. 
Middle  row:  Marilyn  Lindquist.  Marilyn  Hall. 
Robert  Wilson,  Stanley  Tkaczuk.  Thomas  Clark. 
Florence  Langdon,  Arlene  Dodge.  Back  row: 
Peter  Battista.  Luther  Churchill. 

Quiz  Kids  of  the  Class  of  '42 

In  the  second  picture  at  the  top  of  the  page 
the  senior  honor  students  modestly  pose  for  their 
picture.  They  have  completed  their  scholastic 
work  with  high  merit  and  have  consistently  been 
on  the  school's  academic  honor  roll  with  an 
average  of  80  or  more.  We  know  that  wherever 
they  go  next  year,  they  will  be  a  credit  to  E.  B. 
H.  S.  Front  row,  left  to  right:  Winnifred  Greg- 
oire, Priscilla  McCarthy,  Kathryn  Gibbs,  Elea- 
nor Lightfoot,  Patricia  Sparling,  Louise  Burrell. 
Standing:  Dorothea  Ring,  Charles  Setterlund. 
Stanley  Tkaczuk,  Donald  Colo,  Edon  Hansen. 
Raymond  Morey,  Lorraine  Forni. 


Tickets,  Please! 

The  pretty  young  ladies  whom  you  see  above, 
gaily  clad  in  their  attractive  evening  gowns, 
ushered  the  folk  who  came  to  the  senior  play. 
With  these  "senior  debs"  to  greet  the  audience 
and  charm  them  into  the  proper  mood,  Anne  of 
Green  Gables  was  sure  to  be  a  success.  Front 
row,  left  to  right:  Phyllis  Geary,  Katherine 
Kingman,  Grace  Blackwell,  Catherine  Slaney, 
Marion  Alger.  Charlotte  Squiers.  Standing:  Lor- 
raine Forni,  Jeanne  Blanchard,  Marilyn  Lind- 
quist, Rose  Kambegian. 

Our  Twirlers 

When  our  band  marches  down  the  street,  thir- 
teen snappy,  strutting,  twirling  lassies  parade 
before  it.  The  graduating  members  of  our  team 
of  drum  majorettes  are  smiling  at  you  from  one 
of  the  pictures  on  the  next  page.  Front  row,  left 
to  right:  Arlene  Dodge,  Jeanne  Blanchard,  Doro- 
thea Ring.  Standing:  Elmina  Sargent.  Kathryn 
Gibbs,  Barbara  Stoddard,  Marion  Alger,  Kather- 
ine Kingman. 

E.  B.'s  Super  Men 

The  agile  athletes  above  are  the  members  of 
East  Bridgewater's  dynamic  1941-42  basketball 
team,  pictured  with  their  coach.  Mr.  Morey. 
When  these  boys  got  out  on  the  floor,  the  oppos- 
ing team  knew  that  they  had  met  their  match. 
The  E.  B.  H.  S.  boys  played  both  hard  and  fast, 
and  showed  the  sportsmanship  that's  typically 
American.  In  the  front  row  the  fellows  are 
Robert  Blanchard.  David  Sparling.  Capt.  Donald 
Colo,  William  Foley,  Paul  Stetson.  Standing: 
Michael  Feeney.  Allen  Goodrich.  Robert  Hol- 
man.  Robert  O'Donnell.  Coach  Joseph  Morey, 
Mgr.  Richard  Foley. 


Reeds,  Drums,  and  Brasses 

Hear  those  horns!  Listen  to  those  clarinets, 
those  clashing  cymbals,  and  trilling  flutes!  It's 
the  high  school  band  rehearsing  for  the  spring 
concert,  and  we  interrupt  them  long  enough  to 
ask  the  senior  members  to  pose  for  our  roving 
camera.  Some  of  our  seniors  have  been  faithful 
band  members  for  four  or  five  years  and  have 
helped  the  organization  to  win  honors  and  lau- 
rels. The  band  will  miss  their  musical  talent 
and  enthusiastic  loyalty.  These  graduating 
members  are  pictured  above  with  their  capable 
and  inspiring  director,  Mr.  Robert  Spencer. 
Front  row,  left  to  right:  Winnifred  Gregoire, 
drums;  Priscilla  McCarthy,  trumpet;  Marilyn 
Hall,  clarinet;  Marilyn  Lindquist,  sax;  Patricia 
Sparling,  alto  horn;  Priscilla  Hazard,  clarinet. 
Second  row:  Mr.  Robert  Spencer;  Donald  Colo, 
bass  horn;  Luther  Churchill,  trombone;  Peter 
Battista.  clarinet.  Back  row:  Arthur  Rollston. 
trombone;  Eleanor  Lightfoot,  alto  horn;  Charles 
Setterlund,  clarinet. 

"This  Too  Shall  Pass  Away" 

The  chapter  closes,  but  the  book  does  not  end. 
So  it  will  be  at  the  graduation  of  the  class  of  '42. 

The  chapter?  What  is  it?  It  is  the  story  of 
a  class  that  once  numbered  eighty,  and  is  now 
fifty-two.  It  is  the  story  of  the  joys,  sorrows, 
aspirations,  tears,  and  dreams  attending  its  mem- 
bers. It  is  a  chapter  out  of  life,  out  of  history, 
out  of  the  destiny  of  America. 

How  long  is  the  chapter?  Twelve  years.  It 
has  been  twelve  years  in  the  making,  and  now  the 
chapter  is  nearly  finished.  In  il  are  recorded 
twelve  years  of  play  and  work,  encouragement 
and  reprimands,  twelve  long  years  of  association 


with  teachers  and  pupils,  year:;  of  companion- 
ship filled  with  numerous  daily  episodes  that 
will  forever  be  remembered. 

How  will  this  chapter  end?  With  goodbye? 
Yes,  but  how  shall  we  say  it?  Some  will  say  it 
joyously,  eagerly,  glad  to  take  their  places  in 
life.  Others, — others  will  say  it  with  tears,  re- 
gretfully carrying  with  them  fond  memories. 
Still  others  will  look  beyond  the  span  of  years: 
they  will  look  forward  to  the  time  when  they 
graduate  from  the  universities  and  colleges 
which  they  will  attend.  Yes.  they  too  will  be 
sorry  to  leave,  but.  glimpsing  new  horizons,  they 
know  greater  things  await  them. 

The  future  chapters  in  the  book  of  life?  What 
will  they  hold?  It  is  difficult  to  say.  The  lives 
of  this  year's  graduates  are  overshadowed  by  the 
war.  The  boys,  before  long,  may  find  themselves 
in  the  army  and  navy.  They  may  be  obliged  to 
postpone  their  personal  plans  for  a  time.  They 
may  be  sent  overseas  to  other  lands,  and  theirs 
will  be  the  task  of  defending  their  country.  And 
when  the  war  is  over  they  will  come  back,  some 
of  them,  to  take  their  places  in  society.  Thev 
will  be  the  doctors,  lawyers,  dentists,  artists, 
engineers,  bakers,  grocers,  farmers,  laborers,  and 
artisans  of  the  future. 

The  book  is  not  yet  finished.  There  will  be 
many  chapters  more.  Each  person  in  his  own 
way  and  time  will  write  his  page  to  the  chapter: 
each  in  his  own  and  separate  way  will  help  to 
make  his  community  and  country  a  belter  place 
in  which  to  live.  And  the  graduates  of  E.  B.  H.  S. 
will  face  this  task  with  the  same  determination 
and  zeal  that  has  always  characterized  the  Amer- 
ican people. 

Azad  M  kr  w.i  i  w.  "42 


See  the  proud  expressions  on  their  happy, 
smiling  faces!  And  the  Pen  staff  members 
should  take  pride  in  the  creditable  work  they 
have  produced  this  year  to  make  our  school 
magazine  one  of  such  consistently  high  quality. 
It  is  our  sincere  wish  that  next  year  we  who 
remain  to  carry  on  may  be  able  to  contribute 
as  much  to  the  success  of  the  Pen  as  have  the 
members  of  the  present  staff.  Our  future  Long- 
fellows  and  Poes,  Whistlers  and  Norman  Rock- 
wells, business  tycoons,  and  speedy  typists  who 
have  shared  in  the  Pens  glory  are  as  follows: 
Seated,  left  to  right:  Barbara  Stoddard.  Kathryn 
Gibbs,  Helen  Smith,  Marjorie  Ritchie,  Rosemary 
D'Arpino,  Betty-Jean  Dalton,  Co-editors  Patricia 
Sparling  and  Eleanor  Lightfoot,  Marilyn  Hall. 

My  Beautiful  Rose 

So  slim,  so  straight  you  stand, 
My  beautiful  rose. 

Your  enchanting  perfume  comes  as  from  heaven 

To  cheer  a  sad,  dark  world. 

No  matter  where  your  home  may  be, — 

On  a  little  patch  of  earth 

with  just  your  proud  head  uplifted, 

and  trembling  work-worn  hands 

to  touch  and  caress  you, 
Or  in  some  lovely  garden  where  other  blossoms  proudly 

sway  beside  you  — 
You,  my  beautiful  rose,  will  always  touch  the  hearts 
of  man. 

You  cheer  the  sick  and  make  them  well, 
You  ease  a  heart  in  pain  for  one  he  loves, 
You  are  a  breath  of  sweetness 
Created  and  sent  by  God  into  a  world 
Hungry  for  love  and  beauty. 

Sway  gently,  my  proud,  proud  queen. 
Sway  gently  into  the  hearts  of  man. 

Julia  Renski,  '42 


Louise  Burrell,  Mary  Woodard,  Mary  Burrell. 
Second  row:  Richard  Foley,  George  Webber, 
Albert  Arruda,  Lloyd  Copeland,  Betsey  Walker, 
Shirley  Thompson,  Robert  Alexander,  Allan 
Perry,  Stanley  Tkaczuk,  Daniel  Frumerin,  Doris 
Chamberlain,  Margaret  Boland,  Lois  Healey, 
George  Maranjian,  Jack  Thacher,  Azad  Maran- 
jian.  Back  row:  Laura  Matti.  Priscilla  Hazard, 
Beatrice  Hasesian,  Barbara  Sproul,  Jacqueline 
Gregoire,  Catherine  Slaney,  Helen  Koslowsky, 
Shirley  Cobbs,  Pearl  Ames,  Margaret  Nutter, 
Catherine  McHugh,  Grace  Johnson,  Phyllis  Boy- 
den,  Lois  Hetue,  Winnifred  Gregoire,  Marilyn 
Lindquist,  Martha  Fisher. 

Illustration  by  Helen  Nylen 

Time  Marches  On 

Spring  is  past, 
Rain,  green  grass. 
June  is  here, 
Clouds  disappear. 
Sky,  so  blue, 
Can't  be  true, 
It's  graduation  time! 

The  senior  class 
Must  face  new  tasks. 
Some  are  glad, 
Others,  sad. 
Work's  not  done, 
But  just  begun, — 
It's  graduation  time! 

Lois  Healey,  '43 

After 

After  the  graduation, 
After  the  senior  prom, 
After  the  class  day  picnic, 
Our  high  school  days  are  gone! 

Winnifred  Gregoire,  '42 


STUDENT'S    P  E  IN 


Star  Gazing 

Is  there  a  future  Paul  Muni.  Clark  Gable, 
Katherine  Cornell,  or  Bette  Davis  at  E.  B.  H.  S.? 
Below  is  a  picture  of  the  class  play  cast,  which 
leads  us  to  answer  in  the  affirmative,  for  these 
amateur  Thespians  demonstrated  their  talents 
most  creditably  in  Anne  of  Green  Gables.  It's 
too  bad  that  Hollywood  talent  scouts  weren't 
in  the  audience  on  the  evening  of  April  10,  for 
if  they  had  seen  Marilyn  Hall's  appealing  por- 
trayal of  Anne,  or  Kathryn  Gibbs'  interpretation 
of  sedate  Marilla.  these  two  girls  would  be  Hol- 
lywood bound.  As  for  Stanley  Tkaczuk's  per- 
formance of  Mathew  .  .  .  who  can  forget  his 
quiet  but  forceful  acting  or  his  now  famous 
line,  "I  can  t  say  as  I  do,  and  I  can't  say  as  I 
don't.''  The  entire  cast  gave  splendid  perform- 
ances, and  Anne  of  Green  Gables  will  be  one  of 
our  cherished  memories. 

The  cast  members  in  the  picture  below  are 
as  follows:  Seated,  left  to  right:  Patricia  Spar- 
ling, Priscilla  Hazard,  Kathryn  Gibbs.  Dorothea 
Ring,  Barbara  Stoddard.  Standing:  Priscilla 
McCarthy,  Louise  Burrell.  Donald  Colo,  Luther 
Churchill,  Marilyn  Hall.  Stanley  Tkaczuk,  Elea- 
nor Lightfoot,  Robert  Wilson,  Winnifred  Greg- 
oire. 

Illustration  below  by  Marilyn  Lindquist 
and  Marilyn  Hall 

REMEMBER? 

It's  so  conducive!  Anne 

I'm  so  short  of  breath!  Mrs.  Spencer 

If  you  ask  my  advice —  Rachel 

Mathew   Cuthbert !  !   Marilla 

I  don't  see  anything  wrong  with  Anne,  Marilla  Matheiv 

I'll  buy  ya  a  sody  pop,  Anne  Moody 

Well,   I   never!  Minnie 

I  wilt  if  thou  wilt  '  Diana 


Well,  Marilla,  I  suppose  I'll  have  to  propose  all 

over  again   Ira 

I  was  looking  for  something  to  do  thai  after- 
noon to  kill  time  Gilbert 

Gosh,  some  fun !    Josie 

This  cake  looks  splendid!  l/rs.  Allan 

Do  try  to  be  a  good  girl,  Anne  Miss  Remsen 

Anne's  absolutely  vicious!  Mrs.  Barrj 

"ANNE  OF  GREEN  GABLES" 

By  Alice  Chadwicke 
As  presented  on  Friday,  April  10,  by  the  Class  of  1942 

CAST  OF  CHARACTERS 
Anne  Shirley,  an  orphan  Marilyn  Hall 

Fl  orence  Remsen,  superintendent  of  the  Hope- 
ton  Orphanage  Eleanor  Lightfoot 
Minnie  Stearns,  an  attendant  at  the 

Orphanage    Louise  Burrell 

Mrs.  Alexander  Spencer,  a  great 

talker  ..  Priscilla  McCarthy 

Mathew  Cuthbert.   Anne's  champion   and  a 

"kindred   spirit"  Stanley  Tkaczuk 

Marilla  Cuthbert.  his  spinster  sister  Kathryn  Gibbs 
Mrs.  Rachel  Lynde,  the  village 

busybody    Winnifred  Gregoire 

Mrs.  Barry,  a  wealthy  matron  ...  Barbara  Stoddard 
Diana  Barry,  her  daughter  and  Anne's 

best  friend    Patricia  Sparling 

Mrs.  Allan,  the  minister's  wife  Dorothea  Ring 

Josie  Pye,  Anne's  classmate  Priscilla  Hazard 

Moody  Spurgeon,  another  classmate    Donald  Colo 

Gilbert  Blythe,  the  wealthiest  boy 

in  town   Luther  Churchill.  Jr. 

Ira  Mills,  a  prominent  business  man        Robert  Wilson 

Synopsis  of  Scenes 

ACT  I 

Scene  I:  The  reception  room  at  the  Hopeton  Orphan 
Asylum.    Noon  of  a  day  in  early  summer. 

Scene  II:  The  living  room  of  the  Cuthberts'  home  at 
Green  Gables,  Avonlea.  Late  afternoon  of 
the  following  day. 

ACT  II 

The  same.  The  following  September.  Vfter- 
noon. 

ACT  III 

Scene  I:  The  same.  Two  years  later.  An  April  after- 
noon. 

Scene  II:  The  same.  Two  months  later.  A  June  eve- 
ning. 

Time:  The  present. 
Dramatic  Director             Miss  Katharine  L.  Morehardl 
Make  Up  Miss  Ellen  M.  Shea 


INTO  THE  LOOKING  GLASS 

Betty-Jean  Dalton,  '43 

ablative  absolutes,  and  declensions.  Often  she 
secretly  thought  she  had  endured  three  long 
years  of  Latin  because  of  Cecil. 

The  color  rushed  to  her  smooth  white  cheeks 
as  she  thought  of  Cecil.  He  had  been  her  very 
first  boy  friend,  and  she  had  thought  him  won- 
derful. She  had  informed  her  surprised  mother 
one  day  that  she  loved  Cecil  because  he  was  so 
intellectual;  but,  after  many  months  of  unreq- 
uited love,  her  infatuation  for  Cecil  had  deep- 
ened into  a  very  strong  and  true  friendship.  He 
had  taken  her  to  the  Sophomore  Hop.  their  very 
first  date.  That  Sophomore  Hop  which  had  led 
to  heartaches  for  so  many  of  the  young  sopho- 
mores! They  had  wanted  it  to  be  such  a  success, 
and  even  though  the  decorations  had  fallen  down 
one  hour  before  the  dance  was  to  begin,  it 
wouldn't  have  been  so  bad  if  the  orchestra  hadn't 
mistaken  the  night  for  April  30  rather  than 
April  22  when  they  should  have  played.  The 
dance  committee  had  offered  to  refund  all  ticket 
money,  but  their  fellow  classmates  were  willing 
to  settle  for  a  record  machine  and  a  few  discs. 

Their  Junior  Prom  had  been  quite  different, 
though,  and  many  said  it  was  the  most  success- 
ful in  several  years.  The  decorations  had  been 
Hawaiian,  with  swaying  palm  trees  and  moon- 
light, and  the  real  Hawaiian  orchestra  had  been 
a  true  inspiration. 


The  tinted  rays 
of  twilight  streamed 
into  the  room  as 
Ellen  Lang  put  the 
finishing  touches  to 
her  golden  locks, 
carefully  pinned  the 
corsage  of  Ameri- 
can beauty  roses 
and  baby's  breath 
on  her  left  shoul- 
der, and  walked 
quietly    across  the 


room  to  look  at  herself  in  the  full-length  mirror 
which  hung  on  the  powder  blue  walls  of  her 
lovely  room.  She  looked  at  the  reflection  of  her 
slim  young  figure  clad  in  the  exquisite  gown 
of  white  mesh  over  delicate  silk,  and  wondered 
if  she  looked  as  special  as  she  had  hoped  she 
would  look.  For  tonight  Ellen  was  graduating 
from  high  school. 

As  she  stood  there  in  the  fading  sunlight,  she 
remembered  the  day  she  had  entered  the  fresh- 
man year  of  high  school.  How  frightened  she 
had  been !  She  remembered,  too,  how  she  had 
struggled  with  algebra,  geometry,  and.  last  but 
not  least,  Latin.  From  the  first  day  she  entered 
Latin  class  until  she  had  quietly  gone  out  of  the 
Latin  room  at  the  end  of  her  junior  year,  she 
had  studied,  worked,  and  slaved  over  verbs, 
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The  most  thrilling  moment  in  Ellen's  young 
life  came,  however,  when  she  was  chosen  to  play 
the  role  of  Phoebe  in  the  senior  class  play, 
Quality  Street.  Rehearsals  had  been  such  fun, 
but  little  had  she  realized  how  nervous  she  would 
be  until  the  house  lights  had  dimmed  and  she 
stepped  out  alone  on  the  stage.  So  many  of  the 
basketball  and  football  games,  dances,  minstrel 
shows,  and  work  on  the  school  magazine  that 
fun-loving  Ellen  had  enjoyed  during  her  three 
years  of  high  school  rushed  back  to  her  as  she 
stood  there  in  the  quiet  of  her  room. 

The  tinted  rays  of  twilight  had  now  deepened 
into  long  blue  shadows  as  Ellen  came  out  of 
her  reverie  to  hear  her  mother  anxiously  calling, 
"Ellen,  darling,  will  you  please  hurry?  You 
mustn't  be  late  for  graduation,  you  know." 

"All  right,  mother.  I'll  be  right  with  you," 
answered  Ellen.  "Golly!"  she  thought.  "I  must 
have  been  standing  here  for  an  hour  or  more.  I 
thought  I'd  be  so  glad  and  happy  when  my 
graduation  night  finally  arrived,  but  I'm  not 
happy  at  all.  In  fact,  I  feel  rather  sad  because 
I'm  just  beginning  to  realize  the  fun  and  excite- 
ment I'm  going  to  miss  after  graduation."  Ellen 
quietly  slipped  out  of  her  room  and  closed  the 
door  behind  her.  leaving  the  long  blue  shadows 
and  a  tear-stained  handkerchief  on  the  floor  in 
front  of  the  full-length  mirror. 

This  story  illustrated  by  Marilyn  Hall 

From  the  Frying  Pan  Into  the  Fire 

Big  Jack  Carter  smiled  to  himself  as  he  sat 

on  the  barracks  steps  of  Co.  B,  at  Camp  F  , 

polishing  his  rifle.  All  around  him  were  hun- 
dreds of  khaki-clad  figures,  all  intent  upon  their 
own  tasks. 

"'It  sure  was  easy  to  beat  this  rap,"  said  Jack 
half-aloud.  "Just  think,  if  I  hadn't  used  my 
head,  I'd  be  sitting  up  there  in  the  'big  house' 
serving  out  a  ten-year  sentence  for  that  bank 
job  I  pulled." 

Big  Jack  put  down  his  rifle  and  leaned  back. 
"Yes,  sir,"  he  grinned  to  himself,  "this  is  the 
one  place  in  the  country  that  the  police  won't 
look  for  me.  Boy,  I  thought  they  had  me  on 
that  corner,  but  ducking  into  that  recruiting 
station  and  enlisting  was  one  of  the  sweetest 
tricks  I  ever  pulled.  Here  in  the  army  I'm  just 
Pvt.  Ralph  Barker." 


Big  Jack's  gloating  was  interrupted  by  the 
appearance  of  a  private  who  was  passing  by  on 
the  run.  "Hey,  Ralph,  over  in  the  mess  hall  on 
the  jump,"  the  soldier  cried. 

Big  Jack  walked  slowly  in  the  direction  of 
the  mess  hall,  thinking  as  he  walked,  "This  army 
game  will  be  a  cinch  to  beat.  Tonight,  when 
they  send  me  out  on  sentry  duty,  I'll  just  keep 
on  walking,  pick  up  the  dough  from  the  bank 
robbery,  and  this  part  of  the  country  will  never 
see  or  hear  of  Jack  Carter  again.  The  heat  must 
be  off  me  by  now." 

By  this  time  Jack  had  arrived  at  the  mess  hall, 
finding  the  whole  of  Company  B  already  assem- 
bled there.  He  just  had  time  to  slide  in  between 
two  of  the  men  before  the  commanding  officer 
began  to  speak. 

"Men,  you're  assembled  here  for  a  purpose. 
As  you  know,  all  leaves  have  been  cancelled, 
and  now  you  are  going  to  learn  why.  Go  to  your 
barracks  and  pack  all  equipment.  Be  back  here 
in  exactly  one  half  hour.  Tonight  is  your  big 
night,  the  climax  to  months  of  training  and  drill. 
You  see,  men,  we  are  going  to  get  a  chance  to 
do  some  real  fighting  for  our  country.  In  one 
hour  Company  B  will  be  on  the  water,  heading 
for  action  and  glory  !" 

George  Webber,  '43 
SPRING,  1942 

Spring  is  here,  as  every  year, 

And  the  birds  and  flowers  have  come, 

But  above  the  song  of  the  birds  we  hear 
The  roll  of  the  distant  drum. 

The  peace  that  always  comes  with  spring 

Hasn't  come  this  year; 
Only  the  echoes  that  battlefields  bring 

Peel  out,  sad  and  clear. 

Boys  we  know,  and  our  brothers,  too. 

Who  had  future  plans  in  mind. 
Won't  carry  them  out  as  they  wished  to  do 

But  will  march  to  the  battle  line. 

Folks  unable  to  fight  "over  there" 

Offer  their  services  here, 
To  help  make  a  world  that  is  just  and  fair. 

Free  from  rulers  we  fear. 

Today  our  spring  is  a  war-saddened  one. 

Clouded  with  fear  and  sorrow. 
Bui  the  spring  will  come  when  we  have  won. 

In  a  calm  and  peaceful  tomorrow. 

Makjokik  Ritchie,  '43 
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PRELUDE  TO  PEARL  HARBOR 


Patricia  Sparling,  '42 


Kashmira's  slip- 
pers made  hardly  a 
sound  as  he  padded 
into  the  cool  room 
which  was  screened 
off  from  the  warm 
rays  of  the  afternoon 
sun.  He  set  the  tea 
things  on  the  table 
beside  the  open  win- 
dow. He  glanced  fur- 
tively at  his  master 
sitting  comfortably 
in  his  favorite  bam- 
boo chair.  Quickly 
he  emptied  a  vial  of 
colorless  liquid  into  the  tea. 

"Master."  the  Japanese  servant  murmured 
humbly,  "you  like  tea  now?" 

"Yes,  thank  you,  Kashmira.  You  may  go." 
The  servant  glanced  at  the  tea,  turned,  and 
padded  out. 

As  Austin  folded  his  newspaper,  he  heard 
someone  enter.  Turning,  he  saw  his  old  friend 
Funada.  Austin  greeted  him  with  sincere  affec- 
tion. Was  not  Funada  one  of  his  best  and  oldest 
friends?  Had  not  Funada  recommended  to  him 
his  faithful  Kashmira  who  was  always  trust- 
worthy, courteous,  and  obedient?  His  house- 
hold had  run  like  clockwork  during  the  two 
vears  Kashmira  had  served  him. 

"Will  you  honor  me  by  having  tea?"  he  said. 


handing  Funada  the 
steaming  cup. 

"Thank  you  Hon- 
orable Sir.  It  will 
give  me  much  pleas- 
ure. 

Austin  rang  for 
Kashmira. 

"Kashmira  will 
bring  another  cup," 
he  said  to  Funada. 

Kashmira  padded 
into  the  room  and 
paused.  As  he 
glanced  at  Funada,  a 
look  of  surprised  horror  slowly  spread  over  his 
face.  In  a  flash  he  was  across  the  room  and  had 
clashed  the  half-emptied  cup  from  Funada's 
hand. 

"Oh.  Honorable  Father.  I  have  killed  you!" 
Kashmira  screamed  as  the  old  man  slumped  to 
the  floor. 

From  his  sash  Kashmira  drew  a  dagger,  moan- 
ing, "Hirohito,  oh  Great  Emperor.  I  have  failed. 
My  miserable  life  is  worth  nothing." 

Austin  turned  away.  His  best  friend,  his 
trusted  servant.  —  traitors. 

Illustrations  for  this  story  drawn  by  Catherine 
McHugh  and  Louise  Burrell;  cut  by  Marilyn 
Hall. 


V  for  Vitamins 

If  one  seeks  the  Eldorado  of  Health,  find  it 
he  can.  The  golden  keys  to  this  magnificent 
kingdom  may  be  molded  from  each  molecule  of 
milk,  from  the  rich,  juicy  liquid  within  the 
sphere  of  an  orange,  from  the  invisible,  invalu- 
able ores  lying  in  veins  beneath  the  skin  of  an 
apple,  under  the  shell  of  an  egg.  and  within 
the  heart  of  vegetables  and  fruits.  Fresh  air. 
good  sunshine,  rest,  and  daily  exercise  are  also 
molders  of  these  valued  kevs  that  open  wide 
the  gateway  to  the  Land  of  Good  Health. 

Paul  Stetson,  '43 


Bring  'Em  Back  Alive 

Chameleons  have  a  simple  menu  containing 
only  one  item,  namely  flies.  These  emotional 
pets  are  stubborn  "critters,"  but,  after  all,  they 
want  to  live.  The  only  flies  they  will  accept 
are  buzzing,  lively  ones,  or  sometimes  freshly 
killed  ones.  The  problem  is  that  flies  are  hard 
to  "bring  back  alive." 

To  capture  a  fly.  the  catcher  must  first  locate 
the  sound  of  humming  wings.  He  will  notice 
a  tiny  object  flitting  about,  alighting  once  in  a 
while.  It  s  on  these  occasions  that  he  must  be 
alert.  The  chaser  should  pounce  on  the  fly  with 
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cupped  hand.  Or,  if  this  doesn't  give  results, 
he  should  try  to  cup  both  hands  and  snatch  the 
fly  in  midair.  If  he  doesn't  catch  the  fly  this 
time,  the  chaser  might  try  a  sling  shot.  He 
should  aim  carefully  and  let  go.   No  fly! 

As  a  last  resort,  he  could  try  using  the  fly 
swatter.  If  the  catcher  has  a  powerful  swing 
and  is  quick,  he  will  be  rewarded  almost  at  once 
with  a  fat  juicy  fly,  —  squashed  flat.  If  he 
doesn't  "swat"  too  hard,  he  may  just  stun  the 
fly,  a  procedure  much  preferred  by  the  chame- 
leon. 

If  the  pursuer  doesn't  have  any  luck  using  any 
of  these  methods,  he  should  end  his  troubles  the 
easy  way,  —  get  rid  of  the  chameleon. 

Louise  Burrell,  '42 

WHO  WOULD  HAVE  GUESSED? 

Last  year  we  said, 

"One  hundred  pounds  of  sugar.  And  hurry, 
Or  I'll  trade  at  the  P.  and  A." 
This  year  we  exclaim, 

"One  half  pound  of  sugar!  Well! 
This  is  my  lucky  day!" 

Helen  Nylen,  '43 

Ouch! 

".  .  .  exactly  one  minute  before  twelve  o'clock 
midnight." 

It  was  a  man's  voice,  low  and  mysterious. 
Then  a  silence  —  a  tantalizing  silence  which 
seemed  to  last  for  hours  though  it  was  only  a 
few  seconds.  I  held  my  breath.  I  lay  there  in 
my  bed  not  daring  to  move.  My  fists  were 
clenched.  A  cold  sweat  broke  out  all  over  me. 
Who  could  this  be?  A  prowler,  perhaps,  out- 
side on  the  lawn  below,  maybe  even  in  my  room. 

Now  a  girl's  soft,  cooing  words  were  tossed 
at  me.  "Hello!"  I  jumped!  "It's  me  again, 
folks!" 

Then  she  giggled.  Not  at  all  the  way  you  or 
I  might  laugh  at  a  joke.  This  was  a  silly, 
hysterical  giggle  that  cut  the  silence  of  the 
night.  I  found  myself  shivering.  I  pulled  the 
bedclothes  over  my  head.  Afraid?  Me?  Of 
course  not!    Just  a  little  cold,  that's  all. 

She  was  still  giggling.  I  thought  I'd  scream 
if  she  didn't  stop.  My  teeth  were  chattering.  I 
was  fast  losing  all  control  of  my  nerves.  I  must 
get  myself  in  hand.   Perhaps  this  was  just  my 


imagination.  Over  and  over  my  inner  self  was 
reprimanding  me.  Just  imagination.  That's  all 
any  of  it  was.  How  stupid!  I  was  just  hearing 
things.  I  must  pull  myself  together.  .  .  .  Wait. 
What  was  that? 

Music! 

Music? 

The  radio!  I  had  forgotten  to  turn  it  off  be- 
fore falling  asleep! 

Mary  Burrell,  '44 
Under  Fire 

A  FEW  rays  of  the  afternoon  sun  found  their 
way  into  the  dim  dugout.  Within  could  be  seen 
the  figures  of  uniformed  men.  In  one  corner 
was  seated  a  tall,  well-built  young  man.  His 
youthful  face,  when  compared  to  those  around 
him,  clearly  showed  his  inexperience.  Young 
Geoff  had  just  arrived  and  was  looking  about 
with  interest.  To  the  other  men,  this  was  just 
another  day  with  another  day's  work  to  be  done; 
but  to  Geoff  it  was  something  new,  something 
for  which  he  had  been  trained  for  months. 

He  gradually  became  aware  of  the  rattle  and 
roar  which  had  been  continuously  increasing 
outside.  Suddenly  the  captain  ducked  into  the 
dugout,  informing  his  men  that  only  five  more 
minutes  remained  before  they  got  to  work.  At 
this  piece  of  news,  movement  increased  as  the 
men  in  uniform  prepared  for  the  struggle. 

Meanwhile  the  screaming  and  shouting  out- 
side had  become  deafening.  Abruptly  the  cap- 
tain motioned  to  Geoff,  and  the  young  man  knew 
that  the  time  had  come  and  that  he.  Geoff,  was 
to  be  the  first  to  go.  Getting  up  from  his  seat, 
he  reached  for  his  implement  of  offense  and 
emerged  from  the  dugout.  The  uproar  outside 
stunned  him  for  a  moment,  but  steadying  his 
nerves,  he  strode  forward  to  his  position,  where 
he  stood  expectantly  with  his  legs  rigid.  Geoff 
felt  the  atmosphere  grow  tense,  and  braced  him- 
self for  the  or.deal. 

Then  the  umpire  yelled.  "Play  ball!  " 

George  Maranjian,  "43 
*       *  * 

Mr.  Moorhouse:  I  usually  have  20  to  2r> 
varieties  of  vegetables  in  m\  garden. 

Maranjian:  Thats  nothing.  Mr.  Heinz  has 
57! 


CLIMBING  ONWARD,  EVER  UPWARD 


Here  we  present  the  sophomores,  the  "wise 
fools"  of  today,  who  in  two  years  will  be  the 
proud  seniors  of  the  Class  of  '44. 

The  sophomore  year  is  really  just  the  begin- 
ning of  our  high  school  career,  and  we  cherish 
the  memories  of  this  first  year,  memories  of  the 
Sophomore  Hop.  the  glee  clubs,  the  band,  the 
Pen.  and  the  baseball  and  basketball  games. 
Just  as  we  looked  forward  to  these  affairs,  we 
are  eagerly  anticipating  man)  more  pleasant 
times  in  our  junior  and  senior  years. 

Now  the  time  has  come  for  the  Class  of  '44 
to  climb  one  step  further  in  order  to  make 
room  for  next  year's  sophomores.  Here  we  are. 
waiting  on  the  threshold  to  take  that  step.  Front 
row,  left  to  right:  Lucille  Cary.  Josephine  Rack. 
Priscilla  Chandler.  Phyllis  Boyden.  Mary  Bur- 
rell,  Robert  Blanchard,  Richard  Foley.  Gloria 
Langdon,  Lee  Sproul,  Ruth  Lesprance,  Mary 
Renski.  Dorothy  Chandler.  Beatrice  Hasesian. 
Lillian  Pollard.  Second  row:  John  Morey,  Mi- 
chael Feeney,  Stewart  Morton.  Jack  Thacher. 


Joseph  Dalton,  Roger  Anderson,  Robert  Alex- 
ander. Allan  Perry,  Frank  Woodward,  Thomas 
Churchill.  Everett  Heath.  Charles  Hopkins, 
George  Farrell,  Walter  Smith.  Albert  Arruda. 
John  Burke.  Third  row:  Ruth  Jones,  Rose  Yaf- 
rate.  Pauline  Wilde,  Marjorie  Snow,  Virginia 
Anderson.  Barbara  Sproul.  Geraldine  Viola. 
Rita  Frabetti.  Elizabeth  Alger,  Shirley  Cobbs. 
Barbara  Hill.  Margaret  Nutter,  Margaret  Bo- 
land.  Jacqueline  Gregoire,  Mary  Medwid.  Mary 
Arouca,  Lois  Hetue,  Anna  Smith.  Back  row: 
Ruth  Hacker.  David  Sparling,  John  Whelan. 
Robert  Holman,  Daniel  Frumerin,  Madchn 
Kingston. 

Officers,  Class  of  1944 

President  Richard  Folex 

Vice-President  Mary  Burrell 

Treasurer  Robert  Blanchard 

Secretary  Gloria  Langdon 

Executive  Committee  Member  Lee  Sproul 


K.P.  —  N.G. 

A  fellow  I  know  joined  the  army  one  day. 
To  see  the  world  and  to  draw  his  pay, 
And  to  fight. 

The  sergeant,  of  course,  was  the  meanest  of  fellows 
He  pave  his  orders  in  sarcastic  bellows, 
Always  right. 

The  recruit  was  assigned  to  Company  B, 
His  duties  he  found  were  mostly  K.P., 

Washing  dishes. 
One  day  he  wandered  away  from  his  job. 
Out  to  the  river,  away  from  the  mob, 

To  catch  fishes. 


At  roll  call,  alas,  his  absence  was  found. 
M.P.'s  started  after  him,  guns  and  bloodhound. 

To  get  their  man. 
He's  now  in  the  guardhouse,  this  good  friend  of  mine. 
He's  learned  his  sad  lesson  and  paid  up  his  fine, 

As  best  he  can. 

He  found  out  what  they  all  do,  one  time  or  other, 
The  army  means  business  and  no  kidding,  brother! 

But  it's  not  bad. 
The  moral  of  this  you  can  easily  see, 
\nd  this  applies  also  to  you  and  to  me, — 

Behave  yourself,  lad! 

Robert  Oakley,  "43 


A  LONG,  LONG  TRAIL 


Well,  here  we  are.  the  junior  class  of  E.  B. 
High.  Prospective  seniors  of  43,  we  hope  sin- 
cerely that  we  appear  as  dignified  and  learned 
as  do  the  seniors  of  '42.  No  longer  are  we  the 
under-classmen ;  we  are  now  approaching  our 
senior  year  when,  more  than  ever,  we  must  be 
prepared  to  set  a  good  example  for  next  year's 
freshmen,  sophomores,  and  juniors.  Now  we 
leave  our  junior  year,  which  has  been  enjoyable 
and  instructive,  and  start  on  our  way  to  become 
seniors. 

So  this  is  our  last  appearance  in  the  Pen  as 
juniors,  and  we  are  proud  to  list  our  names  as 
follows:  Front  row,  left  to  right:  Grace  Johnson, 
Mary  Balian,  Bessie  Woodard,  Betsey  Walker, 
Catherine  McHugh,  Ralph  Patterson,  William 
Foley,  Robert  O'Donnell,  Rosemary  D'Arpino, 
Betty-Jean  Dalton.  Doris  Chamberlain,  Marjorie 
Ritchie.  Julia  Wojcechowski.  Middle  row:  Rob- 


ert Luther,  Gerald  LaLiberte,  George  Maranjian. 
Robert  Oakley,  Everett  Ludwig,  Kenneth 
Thomas,  Robert  Cooper,  Warren  Churchill. 
Kenneth  Wheaton,  Earl  Stetson,  Paul  Stetson, 
Arthur  Calliendo,  Theodore  Miller,  Lloyd  Cope- 
land,  George  Webber.  Back  row:  Lois  Healey, 
Gladys  Humble,  Letha  Wilde.  Shirley  Thomp- 
son, Helen  Smith,  Winnifred  Barnes,  Margery 
Gilson,  Priscilla  Mandeville.  Allen  Goodrich. 
Pearl  Ames,  Dorothy  MacEachron,  Marjorie 
Winsor,  Helen  Medwid,  Mary  Woodard,  Martha 
Fisher,  Marjorie  Batti. 

Junior  Class  Officers 

President   William  Foley 

Vice-President  Ralph  Patterson 

Treasurer   Robert  O'Donnell 

Secretary    Rosemary  D'Arpino 

Executive  Committee  Member    Lorraine  Fuller 


A  PRAYER  FOR  AMERICA 

Dear  friends,  do  yon  know  that  we  over  here 

Are  lucky  to  still  be  free? 
Do  you  know  that  those  who  live  "over  there" 

Have  lost  their  liberty? 
Don't  you  think  that  we  ought  to  go  to  our  church 

And  pray  to  our  God  above, 
So  that   He,  somehow,  will  keep  our  land 

Safely  sheltered  'neath  His  wonderful  love? 

Grace  Johnson,  '43 


THE  UNKINDEST  CARD  OF  ALL 

I  ask  for  X,  but  get  just  "No's"; 

Tho'  I  implore,  the  "No"  still  goes. 

I  kneel  and  beg  with  pray'r  and  plea. 

But  still  I  do  not  get  B-3. 

Next  I  insist  upon  B-2. 

But  all  I  get  is.  "Quiet,  you!" 

Demanding  then  at  least  B-l, 

They  turn  me  down  with.  "Sony.  son!" 

Then  handing  me  a  pun)  \. 

They  send  me  on  my  "3-a-week"  way. 

George  Maranjian.  Ji  nior 
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BIRDS  IN  THE  SPRING 


Mary  Woodward,  '43 


In  the  spring,  when  the 
weather  is  warm  and  the  sun 
shines  brightly.  I  like  to  walk 
along  country  roads  to  see  the 
birds  that  have  come  back  to 
the  North.  On  one  of  my 
walks  this  spring  I  spied 
ahead  of  me  a  little  goldfinch 
just  changing  to  his  summer 
dress  of  brilliant  yellow  from 
the  olive  drab  suit  he  wears 
in  winter.  He  fluttered  along, 
stopping  at  times  to  perch  on 
a  fence  or  bush,  while  his 
little  mate  of  dull  gray  yel- 
low pecked  at  bits  of  food. 
When  I  came  closer,  they  both 
flew  across  the  road  and  I 
went  on  my  way. 

Looking  up  at  the  sky,  I 
saw  the  red  maple  blossoms 
against  the  azure  blue,  and  a  hawk  wheeling  and 
circling  in  the  air.  It  flew  so  effortlessly  that  I 
wished  that  I,  too,  might  glide  as  it  did. 

Passing  by  the  river  which  winds  through 
woods  and  fields.  I  stopped  to  watch  a  group 
of  tree  swallows  swooping  low  above  the  water, 
the  sun  flashing  back  the  green  of  their  feathers. 
In  the  marshland  beside  the  river,  redwinged 
blackbirds  swung  on  last  year's  cat-o'-nine-tails. 
the  red  of  their  wings  making  bright  patches 
against  their  black  coats.  A  flock  of  bluebirds 
flashed  across  the  meadow  and  came  to  rest  in 
an  old  maple  tree  and  burst  into  song.  And  in 
low  bushes,  where  tiny  green  leaves  were  unfold- 
ing, little  sparrows  chirped  and  fluttered  from 
twig  to  twig.  I  leaned  over  the  bridge  to  watch 
the  water  swirl  and  sweep  on  its  long  journey 
and  to  see  the  trees  and  the  clouds  reflected  in 
the  calm  of  the  river  where  it  flowed  more 
slowly. 

Continuing  my  walk.  I  passed  a  grove  of  pine 
trees  that  made  the  air  spicy  with  a  pitchy  fra- 
grance, and  there  I  saw  two  bluejays  darting 
and  scolding  at  a  chattering  squirrel  who  ran 


across  the  pineneedles  and 
scampered  up  a  tree.  The 
bluejays  seemed  to  be  calling 
"Thief,  thief,"  as  shrilly  as 
possible.  Hearing  a  tapping 
on  a  dead  branch,  I  looked 
around  to  find  a  downy  wood- 
pecker hunting  for  bugs. 

\\  hen  I  arrived  home  from 
my  walk  and  turned  into  our 
driveway,  I  noticed  the  daf- 
fodils nodding  as  the  warm 
wind  brushed  their  yellow 
faces.  On  the  lawn,  a  robin 
redbreast  cocked  his  head  as 
he  busied  himself  in  his  quest 
for  worms.  In  an  elm  across 
the  road  a  grackle  rasped  its 
call.  The  puppy  Topher  came 


his  tail  and  joyously  barking. 
After  supper  I  went  out  to  the  back  garden 
and  noticed  that  the  spinach  and  asparagus  had 
come  up  and  that  the  apple  trees  had  blossomed, 
filling  the  air  with  fragrance.  In  the  sky.  pink, 
gold,  purple,  and  white  clouds  drifted  slowly 
overhead,  changing  to  darker  red  and  orange  as 
they  moved.  I  heard  the  peepers  in  the  pond 
and  the  drowsy  calls  of  the  birds  as  they  settled 
for  their  night  s  sleep.  All  seemed  to  be  well 
with  the  world,  and  my  heart  was  filled  with 
gladness  to  be  alive  to  enjoy  nature. 

This  article  illustrated  by  Catherine  McHugh. 


OH,  TO  BE  A  BOY  AGAIN! 

Students  watching  Mr.  Lays  as  he  indulged 
in  a  seemingly  interesting  and  rather  spicy  book 
wondered  what  the  title  might  be.  Imagine  their 
amazement  when,  sneaking  up  to  the  desk  to 
peek  at  the  cover,  they  discovered  that  the  enter- 
taining book  was  none  other  than  The  Adven- 
tures of  Tom  Sawyer!  Mr.  Lays!  !         H.  N. 
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Small  Town 

East  Bridge- 


water,  just  a  tiny 
dot  on  a  map  of 
Massachusetts,  one  of 
many  small  towns  set 
like  toy  villages  here 
and  there  throughout 
New  England,  but  it 
is  my  home  town  and 
the  part  of  the  world 
that  i  know  best. 


The  history  of  my  home  town  began  in  that 
part  of  the  town  called  Satucket,  an  Indian  name 
meaning  "a  place  where  rivers  meet."  Here  the 
early  settlers  purchased  the  Bridgewaters  from 
the  Indian  chief,  Massasoit.  When  I  stand  on 
the  bridge  overlooking  the  Satucket  River,  I  can 
imagine  the  scene.  Indian  canoes  glide  swiftly 
and  silently  on  the  river.  The  white  men  wait 
to  greet  the  red  men.  They  stand  in  a  quiet 
group  among  the  pines,  near  the  rock  now 
known  as  Sachem's  Rock.  Presently  the  meeting 
takes  place,  and  the  price  agreed  upon  is  paid. 
East  Bridgewater  is  no  longer  owned  by  the 
Indians,  but  belongs  to  the  white  men.  Then 
my  thoughts  of  years  ago  wander  back  to 
thoughts  of  my  home  town  as  it  is  today. 

I  like  its  long  tree-shaded  streets  that  stretch 
out  from  the  square  like  arms,  to  gather  in  the 
other  parts  of  the  town.  I  like  to  step  inside 
the  old  brick  store  that  stands  in  the  square. 
The  street  noises  seem  far  away  when  the  door 
is  shut,  and  it  is  cool  and  quiet  there. 

A  few  steps  across  the  square  is  the  little  park, 
gay  in  spring  and  summer  with  roses  and  red 
geraniums  set  in  beds  along  the  walks.  Our  war 
memorial  stands  there  in  honor  of  the  soldiers 
who  have  served  our  country  in  past  wars. 

I  am  proud  of  the  well-kept,  modern  high 
school  that  I  attend,  just  as  I  am  proud  of  the 
building  which  stands  across  the  street,  a  build- 
ing which  we  pupils  could  not  do  without,  our 
public  library. 

Down  Bedford  Street  is  the  Forge  Pond.  In 
winter,  when  there  is  skating,  all  roads  lead  to 
the  pond.  Sometimes,  on  cold  winter  nights, 
there  is  a  bonfire,  and  everyone  is  very  gay  and 
happy. 


Wherever  one  goes  in  this  small  New  Eng- 
land town  there  are  pleasant  homes  and  friendly 
faces. 

What  the  future  holds  for  it  no  one  can  be 
certain,  but  of  one  thing  /  am  certain,  and  that 
is  that  the  residents  of  East  Bridgewater  want 
to  keep  their  town  representative  of  the  best  in 
New  England  communities.  I  know  I  may  con- 
tinue to  be  proud  of  my  home  town,  the  part 
of  the  world  that  I  know  best. 

Lois  Healey,  '43 

PRIORITIES 

Oh,  take  my  life, 

And  take  my  soul, 
But  please  don't  take 

My  sugar  bowl ! 

One  way  of  saving  tires  and  helping  the  army 
is  to: 

Put  the  drivers  of  our  taxis 
Into  tanks  against  the  Axis. 

I'd  he  a  thief. 

Or  be  a  liar, 
Just  to  get  a 

Brand  new  tire! 

William  Shakespeare  certainly  must  have  had 
foresight  to  be  able  to  visualize  the  automobile 
shortage  of  today,  when  he  wrote:  "A  horse! 
A  horse!   My  kingdom  for  a  horse!" 

Another  quotation,  slightly  altered,  from  the 
Immortal  William  is:  "Two  tires,  or  not  two 
tires:  that  is  the  question." 

I'd  join  the  army,  and  I'd  strive 
Through  all  its  fights  and  wars, 

If  they  would  only  let  me  drive 
One  of  those  jeep  cars! 

George  Maranjian,  '43 
Pen  Point 

Found  on  a  test  paper:  "In  rural  communities 
the  transportation  is  quite  hard.  In  the  winter 
time  it  is  so  cold  that  some  people  don "t  even 
move  out  of  their  seats."  I  So  that's  wh\  the 
Maine  fanner  said,  when  asked  what  he  did 
dining  the  long  winter.  "Sometimes  I  set  "n" 
think,  and  sometimes  I  jest  set."  I 
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Snappy  Snaps 

Do  you  recognize  the  high  school  personalities 
snapped  by  the  Pen  s  roving  camera-man  and 
pictured  on  the  opposite  page?  We  think  that 
no  other  high  school  can  boast  of  prettier  girls 
or  handsomer  boys. 

1.  Reference  Papers  Due  Tomorrow!  Lottie 
Belcher,  Ethel  Smith.  Laura  Matti. 

2.  Sunny.    Barbara  Stoddard. 

3.  Junior  Prom  Goes  Hawaiian.  Betsey 
Walker,  Betty-Jean  Dalton.  Lloyd  Cope- 
land.  Paul  Stetson,  Kenneth  Wheaton. 

4.  Library  Assistants.  Priscilla  Hazard,  Lottie 
Belcher. 

5.  Around  the  Sun  Dial.  Dorothea  Ring,  Mari- 
lyn Hall,  Kathryn  Gibbs.  Priscilla  Hazard. 
Grace  Blackwell. 

6.  Swing  Symphony  or  Class  Ode?  Luther 
Churchill. 

7.  So  Long!   Stanley  Tkaczuk. 

8.  Facing  the  Future.  Marilyn  Hall,  Luther 
Churchill. 

9.  The  Long  and  the  Short  of  It.  Donald  Colo, 
Priscilla  McCarthy. 

10.  Off  for  the  Picnic.  Catherine  Kingman. 
Marilyn  Lindquist,  Muriel  Bouldry,  Rose 
Kambegian. 


11.  Amateur  Photog  Poses  a  Subject.  Edon 
Hansen. 

12.  Over  Her  Shoulder  But  Not  Over  Her  Head. 
Geraldine  Viola. 

13.  For  the  Last  Time  — Will  You  Be  Mine, 
Marilla?    Kathryn  Gibbs,  Robert  Wilson. 

11.  Exchanging  Graduation  Pictures.  Winni- 
fred  Gregoire,  Marilyn  Hall.  Marion  Alger, 
Richard  Marvill. 

15  and  16.  Riding  for  Victory!  Messrs.  Loud 
and  Gotschall. 

17.  A,  B,  or  X  Ration?   Ra)mond  Morey. 

18.  Now  I  Am  Seven.   Stanley  Tkaczuk. 

19.  When  You  and  I  Were  Young.  Priscilla 
McCarthy. 

20.  Hair  Ribbon  Days.   Louise  Burrell. 

21.  Look  at  Me  When.   Marilyn  Hall. 

22.  Some  Fun!   Donald  Colo. 

23.  Reversed  Order.  We  photograph  our  class 
photographer,  Mr.  Noyes. 

«        »  * 

Miss  Sullivan,  during  a  discussion  of  modern 
conveniences:  Why,  people  used  to  have  to 
break  the  ice  in  their  wash  bowls  on  cold  winter 
mornings. 

Mary  Balian,  looking  puzzled:  But  how  silly! 
Why  didn't  they  just  put  the  bowl  on  the  radi- 
ator and  thaw  it  out? 


Alger  &  Co.  Express 

Elof  I.  Lindskog,  Prop 
Boston  and  the  Bridgewaters  via  Brockton 


Home  Office: 
Belmont  St.,  East  Bridgewater 
Brockton  6354-J 


Boston  Office: 
90  No.  Washington  St. 
Lafayette  2151  and  2152 


K>  Foppa  Crill 

\J     M  6Z6  and*fffiriett ha// 


better 
food 


18  and 706  E/mtvood since  1926  •  Tel.  353  £.  Bridgeu/ater. 
(  cue  do  not  serve  u/ines  or  liquors  ) 


< 


IMer-Ms 
know  Kennedy's 


They  know  that  we  know  their  likes  and  dislikes  They 
know  that  here  at  Kennedy's  we  pride  ourselves  on  being 
New  hngland  headquarters  for  campus-styjed  clothes.  And 
here's  a  tip  Mother  and  Dad  will  be  pleased,  because  we 
provide  for  their  interests,  too. 

KENNEDY'S 

FAMOUS  UNDER-GRAD  SHOPS 


LOREN  MURCHISON  6-  CO.,  Inc. 

828  Park  Square  Building,  Boston,  Massachusetts 

AMERICA'S  FINEST  SCHOOL  JEWELERS 

CLASS  RINGS  CLASS  PINS 

MEDALS  and  TROPHIES 

"Official  Jewelers  Classes  of  1942  and  1913" 


Represented  by  Frank  A.  Fowler 


Compliments  of 

Bridgewater  Brick  Co. 

Tel.  2461 

GRADUATION  GIFTS 
WATCHES  — RINGS 
PEN  and  PENCIL  SETS 

vjUKINtT  dKUj.  LU. 

Est.  1841 

122  Main  Street                  Brockton,  Mass. 

iHaiB 

aw    W£      '  | 
Ji   t  1 
jyfK  'tC^  1 

\     "Thoughtful  people  never  forget— and  are  | 
never  forgotten."  Be  Thoughtful— Send...  | 

1 IALLMARK.  | 

'  '  GREETING  CARDS  | 

<4/i««>>j  in  goorf  taste." 

j 

Luddy's  Newsstand  I 

East  Bridgewater,  Mass. 

KUMIN'S 
INCORPORATED 

FINE  CLOTHES  FOR 
MEN  and  WOMEN 
FORMAL  CLOTHES  FOR  HIRE 
Telephone  200 
Olympia  Building 
200  Main  Street                 Brockton,  Mass. 

Compliments  of 

"Wally"  Service  Station 

Walter  Bordeau,  Prop. 
Plymouth  Street                  East  Bridgewater 

Good  SHOES  at  Low  Prices 
FOR  THE  ENTIRE  FAMILY 

Harry  J.  Miller  Shoe  Co. 

Opposite  Railroad  Station 
Tel.  Brockton  558 

71  Montello  Street               Brockton,  Mass. 
i---------------  

Charles  P.  Lewis  Company 

Charles  P.  Lewis,  Treas  &  Mgr 
Telephone  2151 

Coal,  Coke,  Range  and  Fuel  Oils 
Lime,  Cement  and  Masons'  Supplies 

Office  and  Yard:    SPRING  STREET 
Bridgewater  Massachusetts 

p  

Compliments  of 

RIDDER  FARM 

—  —  —  —  —  —  —  —  —  —  —  —  —  —  —  —  —  —  —  —  ———————————  —  — — 1 

A  Business  School  for  the  Select 

Total  Limited  to  50 
Quota  for  East  Bridgewater  4 

CkJDnil     CADI  V 

The  WILLIAMS  SCHOOL 

41  Arlington  Street 

Compliments  of 

John's 
Hygienic  Barber  Shop 

Formerly 
Louie's  Hygienic  Barber  Shop 
John  Lavoie,  Proprietor 

M.  F.  Ellis  &  Company 

Mill  Distributors 

PAPER  and  PAPER  PRODUCTS 

Telephone  East  Bridgewater 
Westdale  Massachusetts 

When  You  Have  Lumber,  Hardware 
or  Paint  Problems 

COME  TO  US  FIRST 

LOW  PRICES  —  QUALITY  MATERIALS 

TAUNTON  LUMBER  CO. 

Geo.  D.  Leavitt 

Optometrist  and  Optician 

G.  D.  Leavitt,  Jr. 

Optometrist  and  Optician 

Tel.  Whitman  225 
12  South  Avenue                Whitman,  Mass. 

Telephone  1910 

243  No.  Montello  Street  Brockton 

EAST  BRIDGEWATER  SAVINGS  BANK 

Over  Seventy-two  Years  of  Service  to  This  Community 
SAVINGS  ACCOUNTS                                      MORTGAGE  LOANS 
Low-cost  Savings  Bank  Life  Insurance 
Treasurer's  Checks  for  Sale 

JOIN  OUR  VICTORY  CLUB 

Buy  Your  Defense  Savings  Bonds  by  Weekly  Payments 

Classes  —  50^,  $1.00,  and  $2.00  per  Week 
New  Hours — Daily  9  to  3,  Saturdays  9  to  12 

L    — 

You  Will  Find  'Most  Anything  at 

BEN'S 

PLENTY  OF  PARKING  SPACE 
1122  Main  Street  Campello 

Compliments  of 

The 

Lhandler  Construction  Company 

East  Bridgewater  Massachusetts 

Compliments  of 
A    CD  1  CM  h 

A  rKltND 

Agnes  Beauty  Salon 

Agnes  Mandeville  Cook,  Prop. 

SPECIALIZING  IN  INDIVIDUAL 
HAIR  STYLING 

6  Central  St.             East  Bridgewater  82-2 

W.  H.  LUDDY  &  SON 

BUSSES  AND  CLOSED  CARS 
FOR  ALL  OCCASIONS 

East  Bridgewater  Massachusetts 

Compliments  of 

Collegiate  Cap 
and  Gown  Company 

366  Fifth  Avenue              New  York,  N.  Y. 
.  

EMPIRE  THEATRE 

Telephone  856 
WHITMAN 

KAY 

Cleansing  &  Tailoring 
"THE  RELIABLE  CLEANSERS" 

Fur  Coats  Repaired  and  Remodeled 
By  Expert  Furrier 

Telephone  Brockton  5812 

59  Pleasant  Street             1061  Main  Street 

Brockton,  Massachusetts 

—————---———------——----———————————■ 

ALDEN'S  '.T  BROCKTON 

Established  1 890  —  Incorporated  1936 

HARDWARE  — CUTLERY 

Kitchen   Utensils  —  Paints  —  Seeds  —  Toys 

Telephone  1059 

1151  Main  Street,  Corner  of  Market  Street 
Brockton,  Massachusetts 

Compliments  of 

Carver  Cotton  Gin  Co. 

Our  New  Collection  of 

SPORT  COATS 

$12.50  Up 

Have  Arrived! 
i  ou  ii  rino  rnc  cream  or  rne  crop  to 
select  from. 

Johnson-Sweeney  Co. 

108  Main  Street  Brockton 

Compliments  of 

THE  TOLL  HOUSE 

Kenneth   ana   Kutn  wakerieia 

Proprietors 

Bedford  Street                   Whitman,  Mass. 

Compliments  of 

Hoppy's  Ice  &  Oil  Service 

RANGE  and  FUEL  OILS 

1207  Main  St.            Phone  Brockton  7516 

I.G.  A.  MARKET 

Robert  Lindquist,  Prop. 
Groceries  —  Meats  —  Vegetables 
—  Fruits  — 

FREE  DELIVERY 

Telephone  140 

14  Central  St.                  East  Bridgewater 

East  Bridgewater  Radio 
Service 

Refrigerators    /jfjX    ^acuum  Cleaners 

Ranges            ^T^Xw//  'ronerS 
Washers           ^5=^^  Water  Heaters 

A.  C.  Swanson                     Telephone  185 

Cotitpliinftitt  of 


JACK  STEVES, 


THE  LELAND  FARM 

"Quoli iy  Farm  Products' 


FREF  DEI  !'/'  <■ 


East  Bndqe*otir 


Telephone  176     I  Central  Mrcrt 


WOODARD  I  WRIGHT 

LAST  COMPANY 


24  West  Union  Street 


TOWNE  PHARMACY 

THE  REXAll  STORE 
"The  T<j*n  Fo»otit#" 

S  Beremon,  Ph  G  ,  Reg.  Plto'm 


H|  Bridoewut  ■  • ,  I  H 


CO 


"The  hoTic  1  or  our  AhYo'\ 
Thii  Oolloi*!  fcr  vour  nOriiij  ' 


A.TER  CO-0?£KaT:v 

Horse*  CtHltimcre,  Tr^i».r,>f 


